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British authorities viewed the experiment with suspicion.
There was little sign of pay or equipment being supplied.
All good men had gone to Anatolia and the recruits
who came in were a few old gendarmes and a weedy
set of loafers of little value. Until we had received a
few refugees and some prisoners-of-war back from
Egypt we were not able to get to work.
Gradually we got on to our feet. It was a life full
of tremendous fun. I loved each minute of it. There
was the sifting of evidence and the making of plans and
cunning devices to outwit the criminals. There was the
detective work in the twisted streets of ancient towns
and the long marches under the open night sky, as I
watched the stars sweep up and over the heavens and
die under the sunrise. There was the hunting on horse-
back of brigands, a hunting that makes tame the chasing
of the fox. There was the spice of danger and the urge
of power, and there was independence that gave a taste
to life.
I worked alone without interpreters, for I hated them
all, as individuals and as a class. I twitched at their
pidgin English, and the airs that they gave themselves
and their eastern foreign faces looking out under British
military caps. I found them at the bottom of every
misunderstanding. I hated them because they used
our good name to their profit and because they befouled
our honour. I preferred to struggle on alone.
For the minute the brigands reigned. They had
little fear of capture by the British cavalry which had been
sent to replace the Greeks until we were ready. They
even became hilarious at the attempts of the men on